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b is LY Aung 6 to conceive, in an x age ſo 
addicted to the Muſes, how paſtoral poetry comes 
to be never ſo much as thought upon; conſidering 
eſpecially that it is of the greateſt antiquity, and 
hath ever been accounted the foremoſt, among the 


ſmaller poems, in dignity. VIRG1L and SPENSER 


made uſe of it as a prelude to epic poetry : but I 
fear the i Rs of the ſubject makes it ſo little 
inviting. 

THERE is no kind of. poem, if happily executed, 
but gives delight; and herein may the paſtoral 
boaſt after a peculiar manner, For, as in painting, 
ſo in poetry, the Country affords not only the moſt 
delightful ſcenes and proſpects, but likewiſe the 
moſt pleaſing images of life. 


GASSENDVS (I remember) obſerves, that Pxin - | 
ESKIUS was a great lover of muſic, eſpecially the 


melody of birds; becauſe their ſimple ſtrains have 
leſs of paſſion and violence, but more of a ſedate 


and quiet harmony, and therefore do they rather be · 
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friend contemplation. In like manner the paſtoral " 

ſong gives a ſweet and gentle compoſure to the B 

mind ; whereas the. epic and tragic poems, by the 5 
vehemence of their emotions, raiſe the into a 1 

ferment. ä | f 

To view a fair ſtately palace ſtrikes us indeed 1 

; with admiration, and ſwells the foul with notions - 
3 of grandeur; but when I ſee alittle country dwell- fy 
ing, advantageouſly ſituated amidſt a beautiful va- Fa 

riety of hills, meadows, fields, woods, and rivulets, 1 

I feel an unſ peakable ſort of ſatisfaction, and cannot 

forbear wiſhing my kinder fortune would place me 1 

in ſuch a ſweet retirement. | . c 
THEOCRITUsS, VIRGIL, and SPENSER, are the 9 

only poets who ſeem to have bit upon the true na- a 


ture of paſtoral compoſitions : ſo that it will be ſuffi- c 
cient praiſe for me if 1 have not * a in | 
my attempt. | 1989 | 
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1 «Should liquid fountains flatter us, yet ſhow hy 
« The bofd' ring flow'rs leſs beauteous than they grow 2 


- O come, my love! nor think th' employment mean, : 
g . @ The dams to milk, and little lambkins wean; 96 4 
a « To drive a- field by moru the fat ning ewes, 
« Ere the warm ſun drink up the cooly dews ; 
d « While with my pipe and with my voice [ chear 
n Each hour, and thro* the day detain thine ear, 100 
- 4 How would the crook beſeem thy lily- hand! 8 
4 % How would my younglings round thee' gazing ſtand! 


« Ah, witleſs younglings ! gaze not on her eye: 
a « Thence all my ſorrow; thence the death I die. daf 
e 6 O, killing beauty! and O, fore deſire! 5 ' 
« Mot then my fuPrings ba with He 1+ = 
e © Though bloſſoms ev'ry year the trees adorn, 1 
|. cc Spring after ſpring Ivither, nipt with ſcorn : 10 25 | | 4 
i Nor true I when tis bitter blaſt will end. 
n « Or if. yon ſtars will e'er my vows befriend. | / bes J - 
| Sleep, fleep, my flock ; for happy ye may take = 
&« Sweet nightly reſt, tho? (till your maſter. wakd,”.z 1 4 
Now, to the waning moon, the nightingale, g 
In flender warblings, tun'd her piteous tale's WO 
The love · ſick ſhepherd liſt ning felt relief, * ä 20760 _ 1 
. Pleas'd with 6 ſweet a partner in his grief, +10 — oi 
'Till, by degrees, her notes and ſilent _ 4 
To — ſoft bis heavy heart invite, 
ad B 
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T HE NOT. COLINET. 


THE NO r. 

8 it not Colinet I loneſome ſee, 

Leaning with folded arms againſt the tree ? 
Or is it age of late bedims my ſight ? | 
'Tis Colinet indeed, in woful plipht. Ik © 
Thy cloudy look why melting into tears, 
Unſeemly, now the {ky ſo bright appears! 
Why in this mournful manner art thou found, 
Unthankful lad, when all things ſmile around? 8 
Or hear'it not lark and linnet jointly ſing! = 

Their notes blithe-warbling to ſalute the ſpring ? 

| COLINET.' 
Tho' blithe their notes, not ſo my wayward fate; 
Nor lark would ſing, nor linnet in my ſtate. - 12 
Each creature, Thenot, to his taſk is born : | 
As weed to mirth-and * I to mourn, 
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Waking, at midnight; I my woes renew, 
My tears oft mingling with the falling dew. 16 
EN 7. T H E N O T. | 


| 558 1 ween, has luſty youth to plain; 
Or who y then the weight of eld ſuſtain, 


. When ev'ry ſlacking nerve begins to fail, 


And the load preſſeth as our days prevail ? 20 
Yet tho' with years thy body downwards tend, 


As trees beneath their fruit in autumn bend, 


Spite of my ſnowy head and icy veins, 


My mind a chearful temper till retains : 24 
And why ſhould man, miſhap. what will, repine, . | 


Sour ev'ry ſweet, and mix with tears his wine? 
But tell me then : it may relieve thy. woe, 


To let a friend thy inward ailment know. 26 


COLINET. 
Idly "twill waſte thee, Thenot, the whole day, 
Should'ſt thou give ear to all my grief can ſay. 
Thine ewes will wander, and the heedleſs lambs, 
In loud complaipts, require their abſent dams, 32 
T HEN O T. 
See Lightfoot; he ſhall tend them cloſe, and I, 
Tween whiles, acroſs the plain will glance mine eye. 
COLINET. + 
Where to begin I know not, where to end. 
Noes was one ſmiling hour my youth attend? 36 
B 2 
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Tho' few my days, as well my follies ſhow, '” 
Yet are thoſe days all clouded o'er with woe: 
No happy gleam of ſunſhine doth appear, 
My low'ring ſky, and wint'ry months, to chear. 40 
My piteous plight, in yonder naked tree, h 
That bears the thunder- ſcar, too plain I fee: 

Quite deſtitute it ſtands of ſhelter kind, 

The mark of ſtorms, and ſport of ev'ry wind: 44 
The riven trunk feels not th* approach of ſpring, 
Nor birds among the leafleſs branches ſing. 
No more beneath thy ſhade ſhall ſhepherds throng, 
With jocund tale, or pipe, or pleaſing ſong. 438 
III. fated tree! and more ill-fated 1! | 
K rom thee, from me, alike the ſhepherds fly. 

T HEN O T.. 

Sure thou in hapleſs hour of time waſt born, 
W hen blighting milde ws ſpoil the riſing corn, 52 
Or blaſting winds o'er" bloſſom'd hedge · rows paſs, | 
To kill che promis'd fruits, and ſcorch the prafs, | 
Or when the moon, by wizzard charm'd, foreſhows 
Blood-ſtain'd in foul eclipſe, impending woes. 56 
Untimely born, ill luck betides thee till. | 


A COLINE x. 
3 And can there, Thenot, be a greater ill ? 


T HE NOT. 5 
Nor wolf, nor fox, nor rot amongſt our ſheep; 
From theſe good ſhepherd's care his flock may keep: 60 


Fr. PA'S'TORALS) 13 
Againſt ill luck, alas! all forecaſt fails; 
Dy toil by day, nor watch by night, avails. 
. CO LINE T. 

Ah me, the while! ah me, the luckleſs day! 
Ah luckleſs lad! the rather might I ſay. 64 
Unhappy hour! when freſh in youthful bud, 
I left, Sabrina fair, thy ſilv'ry flood: | 
Ab filly I! more filly than my ſheep, 
Which on thy flow'ry banks I wont to keep. 68 
Sweet are thy banks! Oh ! when ſhall I, once more, 
With raviſh'd eyes review thine amell'd ſhore ? 
When in the cryſtal of thy water ſcan 


Each feature faded, and my colour wan ? 72 


When ſhall I ſee my hut, the ſmall abode 
Myſelf did raiſe, and cover'd o'er with ſod? 
Small though it be, a mean and humble cell, 

Yet is there-room for Peace, and me, to dwell. 76 
- © THENOT. | 
And what enticement charm'd thee far away 
From thy lov'd home, and led thy heart aſtray? + 

| COLINET. 
A lewd deſire ſtrange lands, and ſwains, to know: 


Ah Gop! that ever I ſhould covet woe! FRED: © 


With wand'ring feet unblels'd, and fond of . 
1 ſought I know not what beſides a name. 
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T HE NOT. 
Or, ſooth to ſay, didſt thou not bither roam 
In ſearch of gains more plenty than at home? 
A rolling ſtone is ever bare of moſs; 
And, to their coſt, green years old proverbs croſs. 
COLINET. 
Small need there was, in random ſearch of gain, 
To drive my pining flock athwart the plain, 


To diſtant Cam, Fine gain at length, I trow, 


To hoard up to myſelf ſuch deal of woe! 

My ſheep quite ſpent, thro* travel and ill fare, 
And, like their keeper, ragged grown and bare, 
The damp cold greenſward for my nightly bed, 
And ſome flaunt willow's trunk to reſt my head. 
Hard is to bear of pinching cold the pain 

And hard is want to the unpractis'd ſwain ; 

But neither want nor pinching cold is hard, 

To blaſting ſtorms of calumny compar'd : 
Unkind as hail it falls; the pelting ſhow'r 
Deſtroys the tender herb and budding flow'r. 

d THENOT. 


Slander, we ſhepherds, count the vileſt wrong; 


And what wounds ſorer than an evil tongue: 
COLINET. 

Untoward lads, the wanton imps of ſpite, | 
Make mock of all the ditties I endite, 


84 


92 


96 


100 


104 


In vain, O Colinet, thy pipe, ſo ſhrill, 

Charms ev'ry vale, and gladdens ev ry bill : 

In vain thou ſeek ſt the cow rings of the grove, 

In the cool ſhade to ſing the pains of love: 108 

Sing what thou wilt, ill-nature will prevail; 

And ev'ry elf hath {kill enough to rail: 

But yet, tho? poor and artleſs be my vein, | 

Menalcas ſeems to like my ſimple ſtrain : 112 

And while that be delighteth in my ſong, | 

Which to the good Menalcas doth belong, 

Nor night, nor day, ſhall my rude muſic ceaſe ; 

I aſk no more, ſo I Menalcas pleaſe. | 116 
THENOT. 

Menalcas, lord of theſe fair, fertile, plains, 
Preſerves the ſheep, and o'er the ſhepherds reigns : 
For him our yearly wakes and feaſts we hold, 

And chuſe the faireſt firſtling from the fold : 120 
He, good to all, who good deſerve, ſhall give 

Thy flock to feed, and thee at eaſe to live ; 

Shall curb the malice of unbridled tongues, 


And bounteoufly reward thy rural ſongs. 124 


COLINET. 
Firſt then ſhall lightſome birds forget to fly, 
The briny ocean turn to paſtures dry, 
And ev'ry rapid river ceaſe to flow, 


Ere I unmindful of Menalcas grow. nav 
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Tbis night chy care with me forget, and fold 
Thy flock with mine, to ward th infurious cold. | 
New milk and clotted cream, mild cheeſe and curd, ] 
With ſome remaining fruit of laſt year's hoard, 132 
Shall be our ev'ning fare; and for the night, x 
Sweet herbs and moſs, whieh gentle ſleep invite. 

And now behold the ſun's departing ray 

O'er yonder hill, the ſigu of ebbing day 136 
With ſongs the jovial hinds return from plow, 

And unyok'd heifers, loit'ring homeward,” low. 
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| When'flocks and herds were no inglorious ſtore, 8 


ES cs An 

FIRST PASTORAL. 
; LO B B- I N. N MEE. 

F we, Oetz; quit the eity throng, 2 
To meditate in ſhades the rural ſong, g, 


By your command; be preſent: And, O bring 
The Muſe along! The Muſe to You ſhall ſingn 4 
Her influence, BUcKnvuRsT, let me there obtain, 1 
And I forgive the fam'd Stellan fan. yn 

Begin.——ln unluxurious times of yore 


Lobbin, a ſhepherd-boy, one evening fair, 
As weſtern winds had cool'd the ſultry air, 
His number'd ſheep within the fold now pent, | 
Thus plair'd him of his dreary diſcontentz - 12 
Beneath a hoary poplar's whiſp'ring boughs, 

He, ſolitary, ſat to breathe bis vows, 
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Venting the tender anguiſh of his heart, | 
| As paſſion taught, in accents free of art: 16 
Andi little did he hope, while, night by night, 
His eyes were laviſh'd thus on Lucy bright. 
Ab, well-a-day! how long muſt I endure 
<<. This pining pain ? Or.who ſhall ſpeed my cure? 20 
« Fond love no cure will have, ſeeks no repoſe, 
« Delights in grief, nor any meaſure knows. 
« And now the moon begins in clouds to riſe; - 
“The brightning ftars increaſe within the ſkies ; 24 
«© The winds are huſh ; the dews diſtil ; and ſleep 


* ' 


„ Hath clos'd the eyelids of my weary ſheep ; 


J only, with the prouling wolf, conſtrain'd 

46 All night to wake; with hunger is be pain d, 28 
«© And I with love. His hunger he may tame; 

But who can quench, O aruel Love, thy flame? 

c Mhilom did I, all as this Poplar fair, 

« Up raiſe my heedleſs head, then void of care, 32 
«« Mongſt ruſtic routs the chief for wanton game 
Nor could they merry-make till Lobbin came. 

e Who better ſeen than I in ſhepherds arts, 

4 To pleaſe the lads, and win the laſſes hearts? 36 
How deftly, to mine oaten reed ſo ſweet, 

„ Wont they, upon the green, to ſhift their feet ? 

* And, weary'd.in the dance, how would they yearn 
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Some well- deviſed tale from me to learn? 40 
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« For many ſongs and tales of mirth had I, 
« To chace the loit'ring ſun adown the fer. 
4. But, ah! ſinee Lucy coy deep-wrought her ſpight 
« Within my heart, unmindful of delight 44 
« The jolly grooms I fly, and, all alone, A * 


« To rocks and woods pour forth my fruitleſs moan. 
« Oh! quit thy wonted ſcorn, relentleſs Fair! 

„ Ere, lingring long, I periſh chrough abr. ' 43 
« Had Roſalind been miſtreſs of my mind, 

ce Tho not fo fair, ſhe would have prov'd more kind. 
« O think, unwitting raid, while yet tis time, 

« How flying years impair the youthfal prime! 52 
« Thy virgin bioom will not for ever ſtay, © 
& And flowers, though left ungather'd, will decay: 
«© The flowers anew returning ſeaſons bring, 
But beauty faded has no ſecond ſpring ! g OM 
6 My words are wind I She, deaf to all my cries, © 
Takes pleaſure in the miſchief of her eye. 
Like friſking heifer, looſe in flow'ry meads 
«<. She gads where-e'er her roving fancy leads; | * 
« Yet ſtill from me. Ah me, the tireſome chace! 

« Shy as the fawn, ſhe flies my fond embrace. 


is be flies indeed, but ever leaves behind, - 
« Fly where ſhe will, ber likeneſs in my mind. 64 
* No cruel purpoſe, in my ſpeed, I bear; TOES dag 


— love; and love why ſhouldſt thou fear 


cc Whoſe ſhootiog'horns like tender buds appear: 
10 A lambkin too, of ſpotleſs fleece, I breed, 
cc And teach the fondling from my hand to feed: 52 


4 Nor will'I ceaſe betimes to cull the fields en 


4 Of ev'ry dewy ſweet the morning yields: 
« From early ſpring to autumn late ſhalt thou = 
cc Receive gay girlonds, blooming o'er thy brow : fn 


e And when But why theſe unavailing, 3 


ce The gifts, alike, and giver, ſhe diſdains : 
ee And now, left beireſß of the glen, ſhe'll "REN 
KLE Me, londleſs lad, unworthy her eſteem: + as 


. Se Vet was ſhe born, like me, of ſhepherd-fire ; 


> ela Tiny flea LP noyuire. * 1 a 
© & Ak would my git bt win her wanton ban, x 


B . 4 Or could L balf the warmth I feet i e, . 


et How would I wander every day to find 


1 of wildings, bluſhing through therind! * 


. « For gloſſy plumbs how lightſome climb the tree, 

4. Ho riſque the vengeance of the thrifty hes! 0 
« O! if thou deign 10 live a ſhepherdefs, . 
ze Thou; Lobbin's fok, and Lobbin tale poſt: 
.« And fair my flock; een, ol » mes 3 
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5 y, ſimple girl, a lover cannot harm. 68 
„Two ſportioe kidlings, both fair- fleck d, 1 rear, 
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6 3053-40446 ALBINO. | 
* Hen Virgil thought no ſhame the Doric reed 
To tune, and flocks on Mantuan plains to feed, 
Wich young Auguſtus name he grac d his ſong ; | 
0 And Spenſer, when amid the rural throng. "T4 
Re carol'd ſweet, and graz d along the flood Wis 
; Of gentle Thames, made ev'ry ſounding wood 
With good Eliza's name to ring around; 
4 Eliza's name on ev'ry tree was found. n FAG 
| Since then, thro' Anna's cares at eaſe we live, | 
* And ſee our cattle unmaleſted thrive: 
N While from our Albion her victorious arms » 
8 Drive waſteful warfare loud in dire alarms, 12 
b Like them will I my ſlender muſic raiſe, | 
And teach the vocal vallies Anna's praiſe. 
4 Mean-time, on oaten pipe a lowly lay, 
2 4s my kids brouſe, obſcure in ſhades I play: 16 
| C 4g 
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Yet not obſcure, while Dorſet thinks no ſcorn 
To viſit woods, and ſwains ignobly born. 


Two valley ſwains, both muſical, both young, 


In friendſhip mutual, and united long, 

Retire within a moſſy cave, to ſhun 

The croud of ſhepherds, and the pany 12. 
A gloom of ſadneſs overcaſts their mind: 
Revolving now the ſolemn day they find, 
When young Albino dy'd. His image dear 


 Bedews their cheeks with many a trickling tear: 


To tears they add the tribute of their verſe ; 
Theſe Angelot, thoſe Palin did rehearſe, 

| ANGEL Or. 

+ Thus yearly circling by - paſt times return; 
And yearly thus Albino's death we mourn. 
Sent into life, alas ! how ſhort thy ſtay; 
How ſweet the roſe! how ſpeedy to decay ! 
Can we forget, Albino dear, thy knell, | 
Sad-ſounding wide from ev'ry village-bell ? 
Can we forget how ſorely Albion moan'd, 


That hills, and dales, and rocks, in echo groan'd, 


Preſaging future woe, when, for our crimes, 


We loſt Albino, pledge of peaceful time:? 


7» * 
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Fair boaſt of this fair iſland, darling joy 
Of nobles bigh, and ev'ry ſhepherd boy ? 


Fd 
No joyous pipe was heard, no flocks were ſeen, © 


Nor ſhepherd found upon the graſſy green, 


24 


28 


32 
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Pisr. III. PAST ORAL S. 19 
No cattle graz'd the field, nor drank the flood, 

No birds were heard to warble thro' the wood. 44 
In yonder gloomy grove out-ſtretch'd he lay, | 

His lovely limbs upon the dampy clay ; 

On his cold cheek the roſy hue decay'd, | 

And o'er his lips the deadly blue diſplay'd : 48 
Bleating around him ly bis plaintive ſheep, 


And mourning ſhepherds come in crouds, to weep. 


Young, Buckhurſt comes: and, is there no redreſs? 
As if the grave regarded our diſtreſ i 52 
The tender virgins come, to tears yet new, * 
And give, aloud, the lamentations due. 
The pious mother comes, with grief oppreſs d: 
Ye trees, and conſcious fountains, can atteſt 89 5 56 
With what ſad accents, and what piercing cries, 

She fill'd the grove, and importun'd the ſkies, 

And ev'ry ſtar upbraided with his death, | 

When, in her widow'd arms, devoid of breath, 60 
She claſp'd her ſon: nor did the nymph, for this, 
Blace in her dearling's welfare all her bliſs, 

Him teaching young the harmleſs crook to wield, 


7 
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And rule the peaceful empire of the field. 64 


Ag milk-white ſwans on ſtreams of ſilver ſhow, 
And ſilvery ſtreams to grace the meadows flow; 
As corn the vales, and trees the hills adorn, 


N nn oo al 


C 2 


Since thou, delicious youth, didſt quit the plains, 
Tb' ungrateful ground we till with fruitleſs pains ; 

In labour'd furrows ſow the choice of wheat, 

And, over empty ſheaves, in harveſt ſweat ; 

A thin increaſe our fleecy cattle yield, 

And thorns, and thiſtles, overſpread the field. 

How all our hope is fled, like morning dew! 

And ſcarce did we thy dawn of manhood view. 

Who now ſhall teach the pointed ſpear to throw, 


To whirl the ſtring, and bend the ſtubborn bow, 


Jo tols the quoit with ſteady arm, and far, 

With ſinewy force, to pitch the maſſy bar? 

Nor doſt thou live to bleſs thy mother's days, 

To ſhare her triumphs, and to feel her praiſe, 

In foreign realms to purchaſe early fame, 

And add new glories to the Britiſh name. 

O peaceful may thy gentle ſpirit reſt ! 

The flow 'ry turf ly light upon thy breaſt + 

Nor ſhrieking owl, nor bat, thy tomb fly round, 

Nor midnight goblins revel oer the ground. | 
P A LIN. 

: No more, miſtaken Angelot, yy 

Albino lives; and all our tears are vain : 

Albino lives, and will for ever live 


With myriads mix'd, who never "oj to grieve; 11 


1 Who welcome ev'ry ſtranger-gueſt, nor feat 
Ever to mourn his abſence with a tear; 
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| pisr. m. PAST ORAL S. 21 
| Where cold, nor heat, nor irkſome toi annoy, 
Nor age, nor ſickneſ comes to damp their joy: 96 
And now the royal nymph who bore him, deigus 
Toe land to rule, and ſhield the fimple-Fwains, 
While, from above, propitious, be looks down: 
For this, the welkin does no longer frown, ' too 
Each planet ſhines, indulgent, from his ſphere/, 
5 And we renew our paſtimes with the year. 
Hills, dales, and woods, with ſhrilling pipes reſound ; = 
The boys and virgins dance, with chaplets crown'd, 164 
And hail Albino bleſs'd : the valties rng 
0 Albino bleſs d! O now, if ever; bring 
The laurel green, the ſmelling eglantine, | 
And tender branches from the mailing vine, 108 
The dewy cowſlip, which in meadow grows, 
4 The fountain-violet, and the garden-roſe, 
Marſh-lilies ſweet, and tufts of daffodil, 
With what ye cull from wood or verdant hill, 112 
Whether in open ſun, or ſhade, they blow, 
8 More early ſome, and ſome unfolding flow, | ; 
wy Bring, in heap'd caniſters, of ev'ry kind, - = 
As if the ſummer had with ſpring combin'd, 116 
'S And nature, forward to aſſiſt your care, | 
| Pid no profuſion for Albino ſpare. | | 
2 Your hamlets ſtrew, and ev'ry public way, | | 
- And conſecrate to mirth Albino's day: 120 


22 PASTORATL'S.,” Pisr. III. 


Myſelf will laviſh all my little ſtorec, 

And deal about the goblet flowing o er: 

Old Moulin there ſhall harp, young Myco ſing, 

And Cuddy dance the round amid the ring, 124 
And Hobbinol his antic gambols play: 

To thee theſe honours yearly will we pay 

Nor fail to mention thee in all our cher, 

And teach our children the remembrance dear, 128 
When we our ſhearing-feaſt, or harveſt, keep, 

To ſpeed the plow, and bleſs our thriving ſheep. 

While willow kids, and herbage lambs, purſue, 

While bees love thyme, and locuſts ſip the dew, 133 
While birds delight in woods their notes to ſtrain, 
Thy name and ſweet memorial ſhall remain. 
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i 55, TCO 
"THIS place may ſeem for ſhepherds leiſure made, 
So cloſe theſe elms inweave their lofty ſhade. 

The twining woodbine, how it climbs! to breathe 
Refreſhing ſweets around on all beneath; 4 
The ground with graſs of chearful green beſpread, 
Thro' which the ſpringing flow r up-rears the * 7 
Lo here the King · cup, of a golden hue, | 
Medly'd with daiſies white, and endive blue, £2. 
And honeyſuckles of a purple dye, 76) 
Confuſion gay! bright-waving to the eye. 1 
Hark how they warble in that bramble buſh! + 
The gaudy goldfinch, and the ſpeckly thruſh, 12 
The linnet green, with others fam'd for ſſcill, 
And blackbird fluteing through his yellow bill: 

In ſprightly conſort how they all combine, 

Us prompting i in the various ſong to join: 16 


* 


— : % 


* | , No ine device thine car to entertain: nung s 
Albait ſome deal I pipe; rude tho i then. i 
4 RF - Liifficient ts divert my ſheep and me, 21 1.28 
=; Fer Colinet (and Colinet hath.ſkill).” | Lihel 
Oft guides my fingers on the tuneful . ego | 
And fain would teach mie on what ſounds to 4 
And bete to ful m and hers. to ſel... 218 


6 No fall of aki owl np uiny 


Wo PaASTORALS. bur. . 
Up, Argol, then, and to thy lip apply 2.4 . 


i” 


Thy mellow pipe, or voice more dec iy 41 be 


And fince our ewes have graz'd, what harm if they C | 


A; 


Ly round and liſten, while the lambkins play? © 20 


ARG O. L. 
Well , Myco, can thy dainty wit expreſs 


FR i + bountics inthe faireſt des: F 


'Tis rapture all I the place, the birds, the ſky, _ 
And rapture works the ſinger's fancy high. "= 


Sweet breathe the fields; and now a gentle breeze 


Moves e“ ry leaf, and træmbles thro the trees : 


In ſuch incitements ſuit my rugged. lar, 
nnn, .tbou canſt play. 28 


£446 G1 MIC O. 


* } wy A R G 0 1 a 
Ah, Myco]f half my flock would I blen, | 
Should Colinet to me his cunning ſhow? ?:: 

So trim bis ſonnets are, I pr'ythee, ſw ain. 
Now give us once a ſample of his ſtran-ů 40 


T 
Fe 


For wonders of that lad the ſhepherds ay; * ; 
How ſweet his pipe; how raviſhing his 3 vc Een 
The ſweetneſa of his pipe and lay rebearſe, 

2 alk what u thou willeſt for thy verſe. wy 
wat 109-0160 M * Co. . 4 e 
Since then thou lit, a mournful ſong 1 che 8 

A mournful ſong relieves a mournful muſe. * 

Faſt by the river} om a bank he fa, 

To weep'the lovely miid's untimely fate, 48 

Fair Stella hight: a lovely maid was ſhe, , 

Whoſe fate be wept, a faithful ſhepherd he. 
Auale, my pipe; in ev'ry-note ehre 
Fair Stella's death; and Colinet's diſireſl: 32 
Ol day! O day of woe tom !! ?ꝝꝭ7]u 

« That ever I ſhould live ſuch day to ſee : 

« That everſhs could die! 'O moſt unkind,” + oP 

„To go and leave thy Colinet behind! 36 

From blameleſs love and plighted troth to go, 

« And leave to Colinet a life of woe 
| Awake, my pipe ; in ev'ry note eapreſ n 
Fair Stellas death,” and Colinet's diſtreſ. 60 
« And yet; why blame Ther? Full fain ene ts $ 

« With dying arms have claſp'd herſelf to me: "Hr. 

A claſp her too; but death prov'd arena. | 

Nor vows, nor tears, could fleeting life prolong? 6 
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26 ASTOR ALS. Peer. y. 
Jet how ſhall I from vows and tears refrain? 
ce And why ſhould vows, alas ! and tears be vain? 
Awake, my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 68 


e Aid me to grieve, with bleating moan, my ſheep; | 


« Aid me, thou ever-flowing ſtream, to weep ; 
« Aid me, ye faint, ye hollow winds, to ſigh ; 
« And thou, my woe, aſſiſt me, thou, to die. 72 
cc Me flock, nor ſtream, nor winds, nor woes relieve; 
& She lov'd thro life, and I thro' life will grieve: 
Awake, my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs 

Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 76 

«« Ye gentler maids, companions of my fair, 
% With downcaſt looks, and with diſhevell'd hair, 
« All beat the breaſt, and wring:yourhands, and moan 
« Her hour, untimely, might have prov d your own: 80 
“ Her hour, untimely, help me to lament: 
&« And let your bearts-at Stella's name relent, 

| Hake, my pipes in ev'ry note expreſs 


Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. ' | — 84 


In vain th' endeariag luſtre of your eyes 
„We dote upon, and you as vainly prize. if 

« What. tho' your beauty bleſs the faithful ſwain, 
% And in th' enamoured heart like queens ye reign ; 88 


« Yet in their prime does death the faireſt kill, 


As ruthleſs winds the tender bloſſoms ſpill. 
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Awake, my pipes in ev'ry note err 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 92 
«© Such Stella was, yet Stella might not live! 
« And what could Colinet in ranſom give? 


% Oh! if or Muſic's voice, or:Beauty's charm, 


“ Could milden Death, and ſtay his lifted arm; 96 
« My pipe her face, her face my pipe might ſave, 
“ Redeeming each the other from the grave. 
Awake, my pipes in ev'ry note expreſs 22 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſi. 100 
« Ah fruitlefs-wiſh ! fell Death's up- lifted am 
& Nor beauty can arreſt nor muſic charm. 
«© Behold! O baleful ſight ! ſee where ſhe lies! 
«© The budding flow'r, unkindly blaſted, die:: 104 
6 Nor, though I live the longeſt day . | 
„% Will ſhe again to life and me return. 
Awake, my pipe: in ev'ry note expreſs 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs, 108 
« Unhappy Colinet ! what boots thee now 


To weave freſh girlonds for thy Stella's brow? 
No girlond ever more may Stella wear, 


Nor ſee the flow'ry ſeaſon of the year, 112 
ns r 3 
*. And e ry toil of Colinet beguile. 
Auale, my pipe: in ev ry note expreſt 
Fair Stellas death, and Colinet's diſtreſs, © 1 16 
N 2 
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« Throw by the lily, daffodil, and roſe: 
4 Wreaths af black yew, and willow pale, compoſe, 
«« With baneful hemlock, deadly night · ſhade dreſs'd, 
«« Such chaplets as may witneſs thine unreſt, 120 
If aught can witneſs: O, ye ſhepherds, tell, 
Wben I am dead, no ſhepherd/lov'd fo. well 1 
Auwale, my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs - | | 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſi. 2s al 24 
« Alack, my ſheep}. and thou dear ſpotleſs lamb, 
% By Stella nurs'd, who wean'd thee from the dam, 
% What heed give I to aught but to my grief, 
„My whole employment, and my whole relief! 128 
« Stray! where ye liſt, ſome happier: maſter try; 
* Yet once, my flock, was none ſo bleſs'd as I. 3 
Awake, my pipe ; in eu ry note expreſs 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diflireſs.- '' 132 
My pipe, whoſe ſoothing ſound could paſſion move, 
6 And firlt taught Stella's virgin heart to love, 
Shall ſilent hang upon this blaſted ox 
« Whenceowls their dirges fing, and ravens croak: 136 
6 Nor lark, nor linnet, ſhall: by day delicht; 
Nor nightiogale ſuſpend my moan by night: 
The night and day ſhall undiſtinguiſh'd-be, $077. 
«© Alike to Stella, and alike to me. 14 
No more, my pipe; here ceaſe deer, 
10 air Stella's death, and 2 i diſireſi. 
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Thus, ſorrowing, dic the gentle ſhepherd ſin, 
And urge the valley with his wail to ring. an 


Ld that anten for my ſong len. 


Ae ar, if o ref od 
* this lt one more coltly ſhalt thou have, b. 
of ſcaſon'd elm, where ſtuds of bras appear, 
To ſpeak the giver's name, the month, and year; 5 
The book of poliſh'd ſteel, the handle torn'd, 


And richly by the carver's {kill adorn'd 


O, Colinet, how ſweet thy grief to IF 
How does thy verſe ſubdue the liſt'ning ear 152 
Soft falling, as the till, refreſhing dew, 
To ſlack the drought, and herbage to renew: 
Not half fo ſweet the midnight winds, which move 
In drowſy murmurs o'er the waving grove, 156 ; 
Nor valley-brook that, hid by alders, ſpeeds 

O'er pebbles warbling, and thro* whiſp'ring reeds ; 
Nor dropping waters, which from rocks diſtil, 
And welly grots with tinkling echoes fill. 160 
Thrice-happy Colinet, who can relieve 
Heart-anguiſh fore, and make it ſweet to grieve! 
And next to thee ſhall Myco bear the bell, 
Who can repeat thy peerleſs ſong ſo well? 164 
But ſee! the hills increaſing ſhadows caſt ; 
The fun, I ween, is leaving us in haſte : ELD 
His weakly rays faint glimmer through the wood, 
And bluey miſts ariſe from yonder flood. 168 
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Bid then our dogs to gather in the ſheep; | 
Good ſhepherds, with their flock, betimes ſhould ſleep. 
Who late lies down, thou know'ſt, as late will riſe, 
And, fluggard-like, to noon-day ſnoring lies; 172 
While in che fold bir injur'd ewes complain, 15 
Aud after dewy paſtures bleat in vain. 
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FIFTH PASTORAL. 


— 


CU DDI. 
N rural ſtrains we firſt our muſic try, 
And baſhful into woods and thiekets fly, 
Miſtruſting then our {kill ; yet if thro? time 
Our voice, improving, gain a pitch ſublime, 
Thy growing virtues, SACKVILLE, ſhall engage 
h My riper verſe, and more aſpiring age. 
be ſun, now mounted to the noon of day, 
Began to ſhoot direct his burning ray, 
When, with the flocks, their feeders ſought the ſhade 
A venerable oak wide · ſpreading made: I 
What ſhould they do to paſs the loit ring time ? 


As fancy led, each form'd his tale in rbyme : 12 


And ſome the joys, and ſome the pains of lobe, 
And-ſome to ſet out ſtrange adventures, ſtrove, 

The trade of wizzards ſome, and Merlin's ſkill, - 
And whence to charms ſuch empire o'er the will. 1 


32 PASTORALS. PIsr. v. 
Then Cuddy laſt (who Cuddy can excel | 
In neat device !) his tale began to tell. $ 
„ When ſhepherds flourfh'd in Eliza's reign, 4 
& There liv'd in high repute a jolly wan, 20 
« Young Colin Clout ;. who well could pipe and fing, 
« And by his notes invite the lagging _ 
e He, as his cuſtom was, at leiſure laid 
In woodland bower, without a rival play'd, 24 
te Soliciting his pipe to warble clear, 
6 Enchantment ſweet as ever wont to hear 
<« Belated wayfarers, from wake or fare | 
* Detain'd by muſie; how ring on in air: 28 
<« Drawn by the mapic of th'-inticing ſound, 
What troops of mute/admirers flock*d'around! 
«© The ſteerlings left their food; and nme wild 
* By nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild. 32 
0e He makes the gath'ring birds about bim throng, 
4 And loads the neighb ring branches wich his ſong : 
© There, with the crowd, a nightingale of fame, 
" „Nis, and fond of praiſe, to liſten came: 36 
« She turn'd ber ear, and pauſe by pauſe, with pride, 
« Like echo to the ſhepherd's pipe reply d. 
The ſhepherd heard with wonder, and again, 
To try her more, renew d his various rain: 4s 
Jo all the various ſtrain ſhi plies ber md wh 
9— Io to ev y note. 1 5 0 
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« Tf Colin, in complaining accent grieve, ' 

«© Or briſker motion to his meaſure give, 44 
2 ſounds he modulate, or ſtrong, PO 

<«<- She, not a little vain, repeats the ſong: 

© But fo repeats, that Colin half deſpis'd- 

« His pipe and {kill around the country priz'd : 43 

„ And ſweeteſt ſongſter of the winged kind, | 
“What thauks, ſaid he, what praiſes ſhall I find 

To equal thy melodious voice? In thee 

* The rudeneſs of my rural fife I ſee ; a 52 

From thee I learn no more to vaunt my ſkill, 

4 Aloft in air ſhe fate, provoking ſtill  _ 5 

% The vanquiſh'd ſwain. Provok'd, at laſt, he ſtrove 

To ſhew the little minſtrel of the grore 565 

His utmoſt pow'rs,"determin'd once to try | 

How art, exerting, might with nature vye 

For vye could none with either in their part, 

«© With her in nature, nor with him in art. 60 

He dra ws in breath, his riſing breaſt to fill: 

* Throughout the wood his pipe is heard to ſhrill. 

% From note to note, in haſte, his fingers fly) 

«« Still more and more the numbers multiply: IF | 
% And now they trill, and now they fall and riſe, 


And ſwift and flow they change with ſweet ſurpriſe. 


Attentive, ſhe doth ſcarce the ſounds retain n 
But to herſelf firſt conns the puzzling (train, 68 
9 | a” 
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« And trachhg heedful, note by note, repays 

*©. The ſhepherd.in bis own harmonious lays ; | 
Thro' ev'ry changing cadence runs at length, 4 
And adds in ſweetneſs what ſhe wants in ſtrength, 72 
Then Colin threw hi fife, digrac'd, aſide, 

„ While ſhe loud triumph ſings, proelaiming wide 

« Her mighty conqueſt, and within her throat 

«© Twirls many a wild unimitable note, 76 
To foil her rival, What could Colin more? 

5. A little harp of maple-ware he bore : 

© The little harp was old, but newly ſtrung, 

% Which uſual he acroſs his ſhoulders hung. 80 
6 Now take, delightful bird, my: laſt farewel, 

. He ſaid, and learn from hence thou doſt excel 
No trivial artiſt : and anon he wound _ 
*The murm'ring ſtrings, and-order'd ev'ry found: 8 4 
Then earneſt: to his inſtrument he bends, 

«And both hands pliant on the ſtrings extends: 

« His touch the ſtrings obey, and various move, 

© The lower anſw'ring ſtill to thoſe above: 33 
His fingers, reſtleſs, traverſe to and fro, 

« As in purſuit of harmony they go: 

% Now lightly ſkimming, o'er the ſtrings they paſs, 

© Like winds which gently bruſh the plying graſs, * 
« While melting airs ariſe at their command: 

4 And now, laborious, with a weighty hand- 


* 3 9 


8 * 5 9 
1 He ſinks into the cords with ſolemn pace, 


«© To give the ſwelling notes a bolder grace; 96 


« And now the left, and now by turns the right, 

Each other chace, harmonious both in flight; 

| ** Then his whole fingers blend a ſwarm of ſounds, 

Till the ſweet tumult thro' the harp redounds. 100 

*© Ceaſe, Colin, ceaſe, thy rival ceaſe to ven; 

- «© The mingling notes, alas! her ear perplex : 

«© She warbles, diffident, in hope and fear, 

«© And hits imperfect accents here and there, 104 

And fain would utter forth ſome double tone, | 

** When ſoon ſhe falters, and can utter none: 

« Again ſhe tries, and yet again lhe fails; 

«+ For ſtill the harp's united pow'r prevails. 108 

Then Colin play'd again, and playing ſung : 

++ She with the fatal love of glory ſtung, 

“ Hears all in pain: her heart begins to ſwell : 

In piteous notes ſhe ſighs, in notes which tell 112. 

Her bitter anguiſh : he, ſtill ſinging, plies 

His limber joints: her ſorrows higher riſe. 

* How ſhall ſhe bear a conqu?ror, who, before, 5 

No equal thro” the grove in muſic bore ? 116 
She droops, ſhe hangs her flagging wings, ſhe moans, 

And fetcheth from her breaſt melodious groans. 

*« Oppreſs'd with grief at laſt, too great to quell, 

#* Down, breathleſs, on the guilty harp ſhe fell. 120 

| E 2 4 
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% Then Colin loud lamented o'er the dead, 


* And unavailing tears profuſely ſhed, 
And broke his wicked ſtrings, and curs'd his {kill ; 


«© And beſt to make atonement for the ill, +: 


If, for ſuch ill, atonement might be made, 

* He builds her tomb beneath a laurel ſhade; 

Then adds a verſe, and ſets with flow'rs the ground, 

And makes a fence of winding oſiers round. 128 

A verſe and tomb is all I now can give ; 

And here thy name at leaſt, he ſaid, ſhall live.“ 
Thug ended Cuddy with the ſetting ſun, 

And, by his tale, unenvy*d praiſes won. 132 
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GERON, HOBBINOL, LANQUET. - 


GERON, 
OW {till the ſea! behold, how calm the ſky ! 
H And how, in ſportive chace, the ſwallows fly : 4 
My goats, ſecure from harm, ſmall tendance need, | 
While high, on yonder hanging rock, they feed: 4 
And here below, the banky ſhore along, 
Your heifers graze. Now, then, to ſtrive in ſong 
Prepare. As eldeſt, Hobbinol begin; 
And Lanquet's rival-verſe, by turns, come in, 8. — 
HOBBINO L. 7 4 
Let others ſtake what choſen pledge they will, © 
Or kid, or lamb, or mazer wrought with {kill :. 4 
For praiſe we ſing, nor wager ought beſide ; 
It - Add whoſe the egen let Geron's lips decide. 12 
rA N dEr. a 
my 85 "Fo . I my voice and ſkill commend, | 
5 umpire, and to both a friend. 
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38 PAST ORAL S. Par.VL 
0 -'- 
e, ep and vary well your ſong: 
Begin ; nor fear, from Geron's ſentence, wrong. 16 
A boxen hautboy, loud, and ſweet of ſound, - 
All varniſh'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 
I to the victor give : no mean reward, | 
If to the-ruder village-pipes compar'd. 20 
HOBBINOL. | 
The ſnows are melted ; and the kindly rain 
Deſcends on ev'ry herb, and ev'ry grain: 
Soft balmy breezes breathe along the ſky ; | 
YA The bloomy ſeaſon of the year is nigh. 24 
. LAN QU Ex. 
1 The cuckoo calls aloud his wand'ring love; 
3 The turtle's moan is heard in ev ry grove ; 
E \. The paſtures change; the warbling linnets ſing: 
3 Prepare to welcome in the gaudy ſpring. 28 
_ HOBBINOL. 
= © When loguſtsin the ferny buſhes ery, 
SE When ravens pant, and ſnakes in caverns ly, 
Graze then in woods, and quit the ſhadeleſs plain, 
Elſe 22 e eee 38 
| LAN QU ET. KOs 
When ban to yellow vary, and ye 1 | 
The ground beſtrew d with fruits off ev'ry tree, IIA INS 
And ſtormy. winds are heard, think winter near, 23 
Nor truſt too far to the declining year. 36 725 


+ | | 1 
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HO BBINOL. 
Woe then, alack! befal the ſpendthrift ſwain, 
When froſt, and ſnow, and hail, and fleet, and rain, 
By turns chaſtiſe him, while, thro? little care, 
His ſheep, unſhelter'd, pine in nipping air, 40 
L ANQduUu E x. 
The lad of forecaſt then untroubled ſees 
| The white · bleak plains, and ſil ry froſted trees: 
He fends his flock, and, clad in homely frieze, | 
In his warm cote the wint'ry blaſts defies. 44 
HOBBINOL. 
Full fain, O bleſs'd Eliza! would I praiſe 
Thy maiden rule, and Albion's golden days: 
Then gentle Sidney e iy friends 
Eternal bleſſings on bis ſhade attend > of 
LANQUET.: 
Thrice happy ſhepherds now 1 for Dorf loves 3 
The country Moſe, and our reſounding grove,  ' i 
While Anna reigns: O, ever may ſhe reign ! | ._* 
And bring on earth the golden age again. 62 
HOBBINOL. 
I love, in ſeeret all, a beauteous maid, 
And have my love, in ſecret all repaid ; 
This coming night ſhe plights her troth to me: 
; — and thou the victor be. 


*- 
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LAN QUE T. 

Mild as the lamb, unharmful as the * 
True as the turtle is the maid Lions e fe wt #7 
; How we in ſecret love, hall not ſay: : 

4 Divine her name, and I give up the da. 60 

| HOBBINOL. 3 

Soft on a cowſlip-bank my love andi 

| | Together lay; a brook ran murm' ring by: 

| A thouſand tender things to me ſhe ſaid ! 

And I a thouſand tender things repaid. 
LANQUET.' 

In fummer-ſhade; behind the cocking bay, 
What kind endearing words did ſhe not fay ! 
Her lap, with apron deck d, ſhe fondly 'fpread, _ * 

And ſtrok ' d my cheek, and lull'd my leaning head. 8 
| HOBBINO L, 

Breathe ſoft, ye winds ; ye waters, gently flow; 
= Stüeld her, ye trees ; ye flow'rs, around her grow: 
= Ye fwains, I beg ye, paſs in filence by ; 

M, love io yonder vale aſleep does ly. 72 
| LANQUET. | 

Once Delia ſept.on;caſy mols reclin d. lf 
Her lovely limbs half bare, and rude 60 | 
© I ſinooth'd her coats, and ble a fegt kiſs : 850 
Condemn me, ſhepherds, if 1 did amis. 176; 
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HOB BINO UL. 2 
As Marian bath'd, by chance I paſſed by; 
She-bluſh'd, and at me glanc'd a ſidelong eye: 
Then, cow'ring in the treach'rous ſtream, ſhe try 'd 
Her tempting form, yet ſtill in vain; to hide. 80 
LANQUET. 
As I, to cool me, bath'd one ſultry day, 


Fond Lydia, lurking, in the ſedges lay: | | 
The wanton laugh'd, and ſeem'd in ha ſte to fly, | 
Yet oft ſhe ſtopp'd; and oft ſhe turn d her eye, 84 
HOBBINOL. ö 
When firſt I ſaw, would I had never ſeen,” ; 
= Young Lyfet lead the dance on «oi b 
: Intent upon her beauties, as ſhe mov d, 8." A 
Poor becdlefs wretch! at una wares l loud. 88 AY 
LANQUET.” 2 
When Luey:decks-with — breath |} 
And on her elbow leans, diſſembling _ iy BD = 


Unable to refrain my madding mind. > : 4 | 
Nor: herds, nor paſture, worth my find; „ 9 
HOB BINOIL. =: 
Come, Roſalind, O come! for, wanting: ng = FE I 5 
. Our peopled vale. a deſert is to e. a * +7 © 2 
5 Come, Roſalind, O come! My brinded kin e 
2 My ſnowy ſheep, my farm, and all, are thine. 15 | 96 | 
EE F r 
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RT 
Come, Roſalind, O come ! Here ſhady bow'rs, = 
Here are cool fountains, and vere ringing flow'rs : 
Come, Roſalind ! Here ever let us ſtay, vs 1. | 
And fweetly while the live-long time away. —_ 100 
HOBBINOL. 
In vain' the ſeaſons of the moon I know, 
The force of healing herbs, and where they grow : 
No herb there is, no ſeaſon, to remove 
From my fond heart the racking pains of love. 104 
LEANQUET, | 
What profits me that 1 in charms have ſkill, 
And ghoſts and goblins order as I will, 
Yet have, with all my charms, no pow'r to lay 
The ſprite that breaks my quiet night and day? 108 
EE HOB BIN OI. 
O that, like Colin, F had ſkill in rbymes, - 
To purchaſe credit with fucceeding times ! 


= * ſung thro' all the ſeaſons of the year. 112 


LANQU ET. 
| - Heb wa like Merlin fg i bis des bad pow'r 
To free the elipſing moon at midnight hour: 


| ; 4 . | = And as he ſung, the fairies, with their queen, : 
na mantles blue, came tripping o'er the green, 116 
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H OBBINOL. 
Laſt eve of May did I not hear them fing, - 
And ſee their dance ? And I can ſhew the ring, 
Where, hand in hand, they ſhift their feet ſo light: 


he graſs ſprings greener from their tread by night. 120 


LANQUET. 
But haſt thou ſeen their king} in rich array, 


. Fam'd Oberon, with damaſk'd robe ſo gay, 


And gemmy crown, by moonſhine ſparkling far, 


And azure ſceptre, pointed with a ſtar ? 124 


GERON. 
Here end your pleaſing ſtrife. Both victors are; 
And both with Colin may, in rhime, compare. 
A boxen hautboy, loud, and ſweet of ſound, 


All varniſh'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 128 


To each I give. A mizzling miſt deſcends 

Adown that ſteepy rock ; and this way tends 

Yon diſtant rain. Shoreward the veſſels ſtrive ; 

And ſee, the boys their flocks to ſhelter driye. 132 
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\ EASE your muſic, gentle ſwains: 55 


I Saw ye Delia croſs the plaias ? it 4 abots 
Every thicket, every grove, - Yo 


Have I ranged, to find my love: „ 1 


A kid, a lamb, my flock, I give; 40:6 [io] 
Tell me only doth ſhe live? "nigh if 
1 White her ſkin as mountain - ſuow: 5 

In her cheek the roſes blow: 9 
And her eye is brighter far 

Than the beamy morning · ſtar. 

When her ruddy lip ye view, 

Tis a berry moiſt with dew : 12 
And her breath, Oh! *tis a gale 5 885 
Paſſing o'er a fragrant vale, 
Paſſing, when a friendly ſhow'r 

Freſhens ev'ry herb and flow'r. 16 
Wide her boſom opens, gay 

As the primroſe-dell in May, 

Sweet as violet-borders growing 


Over fountains ever-flowing. 20 


. 
. Like the tendrels of the vine, 
Do ber auburn trefſes twive, 
Gloſſy riuglets all behind 
Streaming buxom to the wind, 
When along the lawn ſhe bounds, 
Light, as hind before the hounds ; 
And the youthful-ring ſhe ſires, 
Hopelels in their fond deſires, M; 
As ber flitting feet advance, 

| Wanton in the winding dance. 


Tell me, ſhepherds, bave ye ſeen 


My delight, my love, my queen? 
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The HAPPY SWAIN. 


AVE ye ſcen the MORE by lg 865 va 

11 When the dawn prevails on Higb, 1 tho 
. el n: 11511 2G be 
Gives a ſample of the day: | 4111 94. 
When, anon, the lark on wing 
Strives to ſoar, and ſtrains to ſing:? n . 

Have ye ſeen th ethereal blue 2 
Gently ſhedding filv'ry dew, 8 : 
Spangling o'er the fileat green, : i 
While the nightingale, unſeen, == 


To the moon and ſtars, full bright, | 

Lonefome, chants the hymn of night ? 12 
| Have ye ſeen the broider's Mag 

All her fcented bloom diſplay, 

Breezes op'ning, ev'ry hour, 

This and that expecting flow'r, | x6 

While the mingling birds prolong, 

From each buſh, the vernal ſong? 

Have ye ſeen the damaſk-rofe 


. 


Her unſully'd bluſh diſcloſe, | 20 


13 u #5 2% 24th 
Or a garden vary d o'er + CO 
with a thouſand glories more 
| By the beauties theſe diſplay, 
ing, ew 'ning, night, . 
By the pleaſures theſe excite, als 052 


Judge by them the joys I find, 


Since ſhe did herſelf reſihhngg 
To my vows, for ever mine. 
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* Endleſsſources of delight! h! 


2 my Roſalind was kind, 5. 50 10 © 
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